FORTY ROUBLES A MONTH
together all the garments she possessed. She put on all she
could, then, having slipped into bed, she piled the rest, her
other dress, her linen, on top of the single coverlet. But it was
still too cold. Marie stretched out her arm, pulled the one chair
over to her, raised it and piled it, too, on top of the amassed
garments, giving herself some sort of illusion of weight and
heat.
All she had to do now was to wait for sleep, without moving,
so as to preserve the scaffolding of which she was the living base.
Meanwhile, a layer of ice was slowly forming In the water
pitcher.